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that Charles would blame the snowdrops for it. In
this very room they had stood in their big bowl
with the moss. In this very room. Hilda Neale
had said, "You may regret this, Mrs. Fayre,"
and now the baby was dead, and there was some-
thing inside her that seemed suddenly to have
stopped still, like hope, dammed by the fierce
tide of a river, like joy suddenly gone dim.

Charles was terribly kind about it.

Three days later she had to tell him what was
worrying her, "You feel that it was the snow-
drops. I know you feel that it was all because
of the snowdrops?"

"No/' he said, "I don't think that. Even i
don't think that."

But he did not deceive her.

" We shall have other children/' she whispered.

" Yes, of course."

But there was nothing convincing about Ms
tone, and she knew that he was very unhappy*

But they did not have another child.

That was the irony of it.   The summer came,
and she grew strong and well.   She played tennis,
she went to picnics.   Nobody would have
that only this Easter she had lost her         baby,
she seemed to be so strong and well.   She
on hoping that one of these days fate would
into her hands.

" We shall have another babyf              by

rime next year," she told Charles.

" Perhaps/1 he agreed.

And all the tune she knew that she wouldn't.
She knew, too, that the         of reserve
been between her and Hilda Neale                in